
FEATURING 


ITHE OLD WITCH 


THE VAULT-KEEPER 


THE CRYPT-KEEPER 


lainsn-yj 



HEE HEEf ECS SCIENCE-FICTION ^ 
MAGS MUST BE PRETTY FIENDISH 
TO GIVE THESE TWO GHOULOOTS 
CHARGE f LOOK AT EMf 





magazine with any of those living or dead is intended, and any such similarity is purely coincidental. 


Ontology 




An olde r man shakes his head 

NO . PETER { YOU ARE 
WRONG.' THE 
BLOOD HAS BEEN 
DRAINED FROM 
THE BODY' IT IS 
f A VAMP IRE: 




r. A VAMPIRE . . . AND A ' 
WEREWOLF... STALKING THE 
^COUNTRYSIDE... TOGETHER : 


BOTH: 
YOU ME) 


^BuT AS WE DRAW CLOSE TO THE LOVING COUPLE, WE 
NOTICE SOMETHING S TRAN6E .'’SOMETHING TERRI- 


...AND THE MAN'S EARS ARE POINTED... HIS FACE IS 
COVERED WITH HAIR ... HIS EYES GLEAM YELLOW IN 
THE. CANDLELIGHT? FOR THE MAN... IS A WEREWOLF... 


FY/NG ' THE WOMAN , ALTHOUGH VERY BEAUTIFUL , 


. HAS SHARP LITTLE FANGS. 'for SHE 
VAMPIRE... 

^-’perhaps - WE WILL STAY HERE 
FOR A WHILE, MY SWEET? I AM 
SO TIRED OF WANDERING.' 


LOOK 


WE WILL SEE , 

MY DEAR? GOME.' 
IT IS ALMOST J 
it DAWN.' jm 


MAYBE. ..MAYBE IF 
HARD... WE WILL FIND S OME; 
ONE HERE WHO WILLjTjggSZ^ 
7 MARRY US? 


PERHAPS: 


Many miles from the horrified group of 

VILLAGERS, HIGH IN THE BAVARIAN ALPS THAT 
TOWER ABOVE THEIR HEADS , IN A CAVE LONG SINCE 
FORGOTTEN BY THOSE WHO GUIDE MOUNTAIN- 
CLIMBERS , A ROMANTIC SCE NE IS TAKING PLACE- . 

"to W^MYDEAR? V'AND TO YOU... MY LOVE?^ 
TONIGHT. ..fOO WERE... ) TONIGHT WAS... ANOTHER 



The couple rise and stroll, arm and arm 

DEEPER INTO THE CAVE f SOON, THEY COME 
UPON A SIMPLE PINE COFFIN, LYIN6 IN THE 
_SH ADOWS... . . 


I The woman climbs into the coffin ano lies down' 
, soon, her eyelids close' as the crow of a rooste 

ORIFTS UP FROM THE VALLEY BELOW, SHE FALLS 

[asleep... 

[TILL NEXT MONTH, / ''i^n 

> MY DEAREST' 


GOOD morning, my darling 
UNTIL NEXT MONTH, 
when AGAIN the noon , 
m IS FUL L tTY^y 


GOOD MORNING, 
MY DEAREST ' 


The man sighs and closes the 
COFFIN LID.' THEN HE TURNS TO- 
WARD THE CAVE OPENING WHERE 
THE FIRST GREY STREAKS OF 
DAWN FILTER THROUGH THE OVER- 
GROWN ENTRANCE' HIS YELLOW 
EYES GROW DARK 


...THE HAIR ON HIS FACE RECEDES' 
HIS POINTED EARS ROUND OFF' 
THE SHARP CLAWS OF HIS FINGERS 
SHORTEN... 


...AND ONCE AGAIN, HE TAKES ON 
HUMAN FORM ...THE FORM OF A 
SEEDY MOUNTAIN HERMIT^-jg^ 


Far below, the men are just returning 

WITH THE CORPSE OF THEIR FELLOW VILLAGER. 


• I N HIS CAVE, THE HERMIT CURLS UP BESIDE THE 1 
, COFFIN AND CLOSES HIS EYES' A SMILE CROSSES HIS 
TWISTED LIPS' HE. WHISPERS.,SQFTLY... - - 


HE HAS BEEN /THE WORK OF, 
MU ROE RE Of) a VAMPIRE...] 


EL I C! Af MY 


EL 10/ A. 






He'd darted into the bushes and waited '.she'd 

COME UP TO HIS LATEST VICTIM.' ELICIA ... BEAUTIFUL 
EL! CIA. ‘ 


SHE... SHE'S A 

VAMPIRE' 


SHE. ..SHE DOES NOT 
Vo SCREAM.' nj. 


HlS REFLECTION IN THE SHIMMERING POOL HAD TOLD 
HIM ALL THERE WAS TO KNOW. 


That night, he’d killed and feasted upon his 

FIRST VICTIM' THE SECOND MONTH, AT THE TIME 
OF THE FULL MOOlf, HE'D KILLED AGAIN BUT THE 
THIRD MO NTH, AS HE’D BENT OVER HIS THIRD 
y^^-LlwHATS^THATV SOMEONE^ 
SOMEONE IS COMING r 


No' ELICIA HAD NOT SCREAMED ' INSTEAD, SHE'D 
STOOPED AND BEGUN TO DRINK HER FILL... 


HE'D STUMBLED UPON THE 
PLANT ACCIDENTLY' ONE OF 



He'd flung himself from his 

HIDING PLACE AND STOOD OVER HER, 
POINTING... 


They'd quar rel ed? t hen 

there is enough \ both 9 
FOB BOTH OF US/ rpU-s* i 


HE... HE IS 

, MINE' ^ 


f YOU... 
ABANDONED 
f HIM ' _/V3l 


UT NAME IS 

EL /C/A/ 


AND MINE IS 
ZOBGO./j, 


WE WILL MEET NEXT MONTH. 
WHEN THE MOON IS FULL C 
T") ONCE AGAIN.' .vWl W 


I WILL WAIT FOR 
ft YOU, ELICIAf g 


So ZORGO'O APPOINTED HIMSELF GUARDIAN OF 
ELICIA'S COFFIN.'ON MOONLESS NIGHTS... WHEN 
HE WAS NORMAL AND ELIGIA SLEPT.. HE'D MOVED 
HER COFFIN FROM HIDING PLACE TO HIDING 
PLACE, KEEPING WELL AHEAD OF THE ENRAGED 
VILLAGERS THAT SCOURED_THE COUNTRYSIDE, 
SEARCHING FOR THEM... 


She was beautiful' very beau* 

TIFUL? IT WAS EASY TO ACCEPT 
HER OFFER' AFTER THEY'D FIN- 
ISHED... 


They'd fallen in love' love at f/BST FB/6HT, 
YOU MIGHT SAY' ZORGO'D AGREED- 


Every month when the moon was full, they'd 
WANDERED OVER THE COUNTRYSIDE... KILLING ... 
TOGETHER- 

flWORBY, MY DARLING'*-'./' THEY WOULD DRIVE A < 
WHAT IF SOMEONE SHOULD ]STANE THROUGH MY 
FIND YOUR RESTING W HEART... AND DESTROY ' 
PLACE ? 




Then the steaoy rap-rap-rap 

OF ROCK ON WOOD AS THEY POUNO| 
, THE STAKE INTO ELICIA'S CHEST... 


The explosion of a pistol 2 

THUNDERS THROUGH THE CAVE 
AND ZORGO PITCHES FORWARD... 

I A SILVER BULLET IN HIS HEART.. 


Suddenly, zorgo starts from [ 
HIS DAY- DREAM? VOICES ECHO V 
THROUGH THE CAVE' THE VILLAG-V 
ERS HAVE DISCOVERED HIS 
L ATEST HIDING PLA CE ... 

^~~HE^MUST 
BE THE 
WEREWOLF' 
QUICKLY f I 
SHOOT.' A 


'COFFIN! 


The ANGRY VILLAGERS CARRY THE COFFIN ... WITH 
ZORGO'S AND ELINA'S BODIEH... BACK TO THEIR LITTLE 
HAMLET... tt - . — — — 

[we"" HAVE DESTROYED 
THEM ' BOTH OF THEM. 


WE WILL BURY THEM IN 
THE DEVIL 'S 
7 GRAVEYARD f y . 


L,ATER, IN THE BLACK OF NIGHT... WHEN THINGS OF 
EVIL CRAWL FROM BENEATH ROTTED SHELTERS, 
AND CEMETERIES YAWN.. A STRANGE SCENE 
UNFOLDS.' CORPSES PUSH THEIR WAYS UP 

THROUGHMAGGOT-INFE^^ED^RAVEMUD^^^Y 

^IURRY'Tthe- re^mingT^heW^nd the 

_ t / iiAnniarfyu/rDru/m jr r 


A WEREWOLF/ J A T THEY ARE 
- ^^r'vAU- ( BETROTHED . . 

PI RE.' ) ENGAGED' 


DID YOU 
HEARS 


WEDDING. 


The DEVIL'S GRAVEYARD is a place where murder- 
ers AND OTHER CREATURES OF EVIL ARE INTERRED f 
THERE... ELICIA.THE VAMPIRE... AND ZORGO, THE WERE- 
WOLF ARE BURIED-.- 

■^^r^GOOD ^7 HURRY' IT IS ‘"'ZMijH 
Mr? RIDDANCE' S ALMOST NIGHT.' 


AS THE TOWNSFOLK HURRY BACK TO THEIR HOMES, 
AND DARKNESS FALLS UPON THE OEVIL'S GRAVEYARD 
STRANGE SOUNDS ARE HEARD... THE SOUNDS OF^ THE 
nFAn I YING IN THEIR CRAWLING BEDS... 



And so, as howling winos shriek through open mausoleums... as tottering remains of evil stumble 

TOWARD THE SPOT... AS CREATURES OF THE NIGHT LEER FROM BEHIND TOMBSTONES... AS FOUL ODORS OF - 
DECAY AND ROT WAFT THROUGH THE NIGHT AIR... ELICIA AND ZORGO ARE WED' THE MOANING OF THE N' 
DEAD THEIR ORGAN MUSIC... THE SCREAMING OF BANSHEES THEIR CHOIR... jn-Tau r’Tm.rriai 


And soon all is quiet again in the devils grave- 
yard' THE CREATURES OF EVIL RETURN TO THEIR 
RESTING PLACES ...THE GRAVES ARE CLOSED. ..THE 
WIND DIES DOWN' DAWN BREAKS SILENTLY ... ON A 


Their honeymoon suite is a mausoleum... a slab 
of marble their bed' as is the custom, the bride 
ACROSS the threshhold... the stake 


Things of evil stumble toward the mausoleum' 




HEE.HEE? YEP? IT WAS A GIRL .KIDDIES? IT HAD A DEAD 
VAMP/RE FOR A MOTHER, AND A DEAD WEREWOLF 
FOR AN OLD MAH / AND I WAS A DARLIN' LIL' TYKE, TOO? 
HUH? OH? YEAH f IT WAS ME ...THE OLD WITCH f YOU 
FIENDS HAVE BEEN ASK/H' ME WHERE I CAME FROM, SO 
I DECIDED TO TELL 
YOU ? OH... BY THE WAY? 


TOO 

HAVE ONE SMELL 
OF A TIME.' HO* 
I'LL TURN YOU OVER 
TO THE VAULT - 
KEEPER f 0\0 
YOU LATER? 




tfELL? WHAT DO 

r you WANT? -j, 


The ragged little urchin stood upon the porch 

OF THE BRADEN HOME, SHIVERING FROM THE BITING 
WIND THAT SWEPT ACROSS THE SNOW- COVERED LAWNf 
HIS COAT WAS TORN AND THREADBARE ... HIS PANTS, 
PATCHED' HE HELD A PALE LITTLE HAND UP SHAKILY 
AS STUART BRADEN SWUNG OPEN THE DOOR AND ^ 


STARED DOWN AT H 


P- PLEASE* MISTER' MY 
DADDY AIN'T WORK/N'.' 

I AIN’T HAD ANYTHIN' t EAT 
FOR TWO DAYS' COULD YOU 

—mr spare a... 


Stuart braden snarled at the sallow- faced 

CHILD BEFORE HIM... 


$0 ON, YOU LITTLE BEGGAR.' ONLY A QUARTER. 
SCRAM' SO ON BACK ACROSS I MISTER' I GOT A 
THE TRACKS WHERE YOU t LIL S/STER.' SHE 
nrt CAME from rri»«i i - 



Stuart slammed the door in 
THE PLEADING BOYS FACE? EMMA, 
HIS WIFE, STOOD BEHIND HIM... 


\ I DON'T 
) SEE HOW 
YOU CAN 
. BE SO 
) COLD- 
HEARTED' 


W I GAVE H/M SOME- 
THING, I'D HAVE 'EM 
,1 ALL COMING HERE... 1 
BEGGING 'THEY'O J 
\UNE UP OUT THERE- 


\but the poor 
/child looked 
HALF-STARVED, 

' — I STU ... ; - 


DIRTY LITTLE ( HOW COULD YO 
BRA T.'SCROUNQ- \BE SO CRUEL, 
INC ON DECENT V STUART ? i 
\FOLKS... ftf. m 


YOU'VE GOT A 
) HEART OF 
/CE, STUART f 
SOMEDAY, 
YOU'LL CHANGE* 


THAT’S THE WAY TO GET ALONG 
IN THIS WORLD, EMMA? YOU'VE 

ear to be cold-hearted.' 

OTHERWISE . PEOPLE STEP ^ 
g ALL OVERymt 


BAH f BE NICE TO SOMEONE . JUST 
ONCE... AND THETLL take advant- 
age OF YOU. ..TRY TO SQUEEZE * 
EVERYTHING THEY CAN FROM 
YOU* NOT ME' I'M NO SUCKER f t 


NONSENSE, STUART 
k A LITTLE 
I KINDNESS 
■ NEVER HURT j! 
W ANYONE.' J 


But STUART BRADEN DIDN'T CHANGE ' IN FACT, HE 


IT'S NO CONCERN OF 
MINE , EMMA* JOE 
GALSEY MADE HIS 
OWN BED.' NOW LET 
< HIM LIE IN IT* 


BUT, STU* JOE WAS 
YOUR BUSINESS 
) PARTNER* MRS. 
GALSEY CAME HERE 
TODAY TO BEG YOU 
TO GIVE HIM A JOB ' 


GOT MUCH WORSE. 


I'M HOME, EMMA ! 
SUPPER READY? 

WHAT'S E— 
SHE DOING J 
r HERE ? yrr " 4 


WE’VE GOT TO DO SOME- 
THING FOR THE GALSEYS, 
STUART' THEY'RE __ <- 

\ DESTITUTE.' 



STUf FOR 
GOO'S SAKE.' 
DON'T BE 
SO... SO 
COLD- 
HEARTED / 


THAT'S HIS TOUGH 
LUCK .' I CANT DO 
ANYTHING FOR HIM.' 
THERE'S JUST HO 
SPOT FOR HIM IN 
THE OFFICE .' — i 


YOU KEEP OUT A MY HUSBAND.) SOS, 
OF THIS.EMMA ' J HAS A HEART) SOB.. 
GOOD-DAY, < OF ICE, MRS. 1 X. . . 
MRS. GALSEY.' J GALSEY' I... ) I 

sorry' Jcah 
tssawi SEE... 

. I WB sob 

MR sob 


I WON HIS SHARE OF THE 
BUSINESS/^/yPAND V" 
SQUARE, MRS. GALSEY'' J 
JOE 6 A MB LED AND r/( 
^ LOST.Tj / > 


•) BUT... 
f HE’S 
/ 8EEN 

OUT OF 
WORK 
SINCE 
THEN.' r 


NO CHILDREN' they did 


STUART! 1 THE POOR 


I DON'T(?/K£-A HOOT? 
GET HER OUTSIDE. .. 
THE MAN BEY MONGREL. 
I WON'T HAVE HER 
TRACKING UP THE ^ 

*■ \ RUG... dial 


HAVE A D06. 


I BUT, STUf 
'IT'S FREEZING 
OUTSIDE / 


£" MMAf WHAT'S 
THAT MUTT , 
DOING IN 

HERE 7 tr(UE 


I THING WAS SHIVERING IN 
HER KENNEL f SHE'LL . . . 
' SHE’LL FREEZE OUT 
THERE f PLEASE, STU' 
f JUST THIS ONCE... m 


SO COLD-HEARTED? 60 


HOW CAN YOU 8E 
SO CRUEL... STUART? 
7 SO.. .SO. . . 


EITHER YOU TAKE HER OUTSIDE 
OR I WIL L, EMMA .' 


AHEADf SAY ITT I'VE GOT J COME, LADY.' 

A HEART OF ICE/ WELL, 1 COME ON, GIRL' 
MAYBE YOU'RE RIGHT.' NOW j COME TO M A MA . 
SET THAT MUTT OUTSIDE.' J SOB. ..SOB... 



vT“ 






U.J 






IT WOULDN'T HURT." TEN ) NOTHING DOING F 
DOLLARS A WEEK ISN’T < I'VE 60T MYSELF 
VERY MUCH TO LIVE ON TO THINK OF' IF 
. THESE DAYS i YOU COULD / YOUR OLD MAN 
CUT DOWN ON MY HADN’T BEEN SO 

ALLOWANCE T -JT GENEROUS, YOUR 

mother'd be better > 

\#f r/M OFF THAN SHE IS, NOW 
AS 7 THAT HE'S DEAD r rF 


SHE DIDN'T LOOK VERY 
WELL TONIGHT, DID ) 
SHE STUART ? 


I DIDN'T NOTICE' WHAT 
ARE YOU GOING TO DO? 
ASK ME TO GIVE HER ■> 

r MORE MONEY ? ^ 


HUH* WHAT'S THAT ? )ThE HEADLIGHTS OF THE BRADEN AUTOMOBILE 
T T FELL UPON A FIGURE LYING ON THE ROAD... t-i 


PLEASE, STUART? l'M NOT 
ASKING FOR MYSELF F 
MOTHER IS OLDF SHE... 
•7 SHE ... GASP T j. 


Ht's a MANY he's ... 
HE'S HU RTF LOOK! 
I HE'S BLEEDING F 


"SOME HIT-AND RUN 
DRIVER MUST'VE 
1 STRUCK HIM f 


Stuart pressed down on the 
ACCELERATOR AND SPED PAST 
THE INJURED MAN- i r-> -jj 


STUART F ) LET SOME OTHER ^ ... SOB.. YOU'RE 
HE'S Jr SUCKER STOP.'IT'S J INHUMAN, 
HURT F I NO CONCERN 7? STUART f NO 
HOW I JOF MINE Fj^J ONE COULD BE 

gould f S0 C0LD “ 

r you? A hearted r-'soe:- , 

ML ;sob< 


I MIND MY OWN 
BUSINESS ? I KEEP 
MY NOSE CLEANF 
X DON’T WANT TO , 
BE INVOLVED IN \ 
OTHER PEOPLE'S J 
7 TROUBLES F 


STUART.' STOP? 
HE NEEDS r 
7 HELPF r—F* 


NOT ME. 
EMMA F . 


One night, as mr. and mrs. braden were driving 

HOME FROM A VISIT TO EMMA’S MOTHER... c-J 



The following week. 


HMMPH f COULDN'T 
FACE IT, EH? / 
TOOK THE EASY J 
WAY OUT.' 


) HE LEFT HIS 
j WIFE AND CHILD 
) PENNILESS / 
WE WE GOT TO 
MAKE IT UP y 
TO HEN / J 


WHAT ARE YOU ] JOE . . .SOB. . . < 
BAWLIN' ABOU T ? J JOE GALSEY/ 

Y0UR Ex_ 4 

Ok® l! !( BUSINESS PART- } 
ffijj&j 1 JmM / NER 1 HE COM- K 
\* ITTED SUICIDE fj 


OH COULDN'T I, EMMA? ARE YOU 


A FEW DAYS LATER, EMMA RECEIVED THE NEWS. 


HOW... SOB.. 
SOB. . .HOW 
COULD X 
FORGET? 


FORGE T T/NG ? I'M COLD- 
HEARTED STUART. .. THE 
MAN WITH THE HEART O, 
ICE/ REMEMBER? JKF 


) SO WHAT AM l 
SUPPOSED TO DO' 
I GIVE HER TEN 
BUCKS A WEEK / 
LET HER SEND a 
- i FOR O NE ' jA 


$0 EMMA SENT FOR A DOCTOR TO TAKE CARE OF 
HER SICK MOTHER- ■ 


ALLOWANCE f SH 
YOUR MOTHER. 


HOW IS SHE, DOCTOR? 


YOUR MOTHER IS IN 
SERIOUS CONDITION i 
MRS. BRADEN' SHE NEEDS 
TO BE HOSPITALIZED 
IMMEDIATELY/ AH 
OPERATION IS NECES- 
SARY fxms WILL COST 
A GREAT DEAL / 


IT'S... MOTH ER.STU' SHE'S 
ILL / SHE NEEDS A 
DOCTOR ? 




Naturally, stuart was deeply concerned 

ABOUT THIS TURN OP EVENTS... 


WHAT DID YOUR OLD LADY EVER 
DO FOR ME? SUPPOSE THE 
OPERATION DOESN'T HELP? 
IT'LL BE THROWN OUT r 
MONEY / 7 ^ 


HOW CAN YOU ...SOB. 
LOOK AT IT... SO 
—3 COLDLY? m 


WHAT? A HOSPITAL ? 
AN OPERATION?.' ANO 
WHO'S GOING TO PAY. 
SSSSf FOR THIS^BK 


STUART? IT'S MY 
MOTHER.' SURELY, 
„ IN SUCH AN 
{ EMERGENCY... f. 


And when the doctor called. 


, BECAUSE SHE ISN'T 
MY MOTHER ? SHE’S 
YOURS f THAT’S r 
• — “t how? _ 


POP GOD'S 
SAKE. 
STUART.. 


1 .1 KNOW' SOB' t^I'M HELPLESS 
0- DO THE BEST.jJr UNDER THE 
YOU... YOU GAN, {CIRCUMSTANCES, 
.DOCTOR' I'M ... ”£ MRS. BRADEN ? 

► SOB ...SORRY? % YOUR MOTHER 

p.{ ft SPECIAL IST'J 


I — I’M SORRY, 
DOCTOR ? MY 
HUSBAND... SOB. 
SOB. ..REFUSES. .. 
SOB ...SOB... TO 
SOB .. .PAY FOR... 
Bf SOB... 


BUT your; 
MOTHER 1 
MAY DIE, 
MRS. 

BRADEN? J 


EMMA-HUNG UP AND TURNED TO STUART'HIS FACE 

WAS A RIGID MASK... 

1 1 HATE 
YOU . ^ HMM pk 

( STUART BRADEN/ JMAM 


LADY! 


E MMA STARED OUT OF THE WINDOW, THE TEARS STREAM 
ING DOWN HER FACE' THE GLISTENING SNOW GLARED IN 
HER EYES, CAUSING THEM TO TEAR EVEN MORE? SUD- 
DENLY... 




The dog was stiff' frozen stiff? 


!mma hurried out to the still 


Emma came into the house 


FORM LYING HALF OUT OF THE 
KENNEL? SHE PICKED IT UP 


THE DOG WAS DEAD. 


CRADLING THE'OEAD DOG IN HER 
ARMS? SHE STARED AT STUART. 


AC... SOB... HE KILLED YOU f HE 
MADE ME LOCK YOU OUT-SOB . 
AND YOU FROZE... SOB... 
f YOU FKOZE. ..SOB... k. 1 
SI TO DEATH... 


LADY f SOB. 
MY LADY.' 


S'MATTER WITH 
■ YOU? 4 


LADY' SHE.. 
, SHE’S 
DEAD.' f. 


Stuart shrugged? emma’s eyes began to bulge? 

HER CHEEKS GREW HOT? THE PHONE RANG... 


Emma hung up and went into the kitchen? when 

SHE CAME OUT, SHE HAD HER ARMS BEHIND HER BACK? 
SHE MOVED TOWARD STUART, HER VOICE SHAKING 
UNCONTROLLABLY? SHE PRACTICALLY SCREAMED.., 


HELLO? YES? THIS 
IS MRS. BRADEN? 


I ...I'M SORRY , MRS. BRADEN? 
I DID ALL I COULD.'lOm.. 
'YOUR MOTHER JUST > 

^ DIED.' 


W MURDERER.' M 

ICE- HEARTED 

MURDERER L 


/ EMMA' 
DON'T LOOK 
AT ME LIKE 
\ THAT? 


THE POLICE CAME TO THE BRADEN HOME 


HEH.HEH? AND THAT’S MY WARMIN6 
LITTLE STORY FOR THIS ISSUE, 
KIDDIES? AFTER THE MEN IN THE 
LITTLE WHITE COATS TOOK EMMA 
AWAY, THE CORONER EXAMINED 
WHAT was LEFT OF STUART 
BRADEN'S BODY .' KNOW WHAT HE 
FOUND IN THE GAPING HOLE EMMA'O 
TORN IN STU'S CHEST? YEP ? YOU 
CUES SZBJZl_£HOPPED /Gf/BEFORE 
\ v^YOU LEAVE THE 
y d \ W^l/l/'.flENOS. 

\ CARE F0R * COLD 

| DRINK? NO? 

lx HM MMM ? . 

1 To ° bao ' i 

1 . now ? M 


- - IN ANSWER TO THE 

NEIGHBORS' FRANTIC PHONE CALLS, THEY FOUND EMMA KNEELING BESIDE 
STUART'S BODY, CHIPPING AWAY AT HIS CHEST WITH A BLOOD-SMEARED 


" " . ~... — .. otuwouHnci, 

ICE-PICK.' SHE'D BEEN AT IT FOR SOME TIME? THEY COULD TELL? AS 
SHE CHOPPED, SHE'D MUTTER HYSTERICALLY... 


/GC- HEARTED... SOB... SOB. 
^ ICE... HEART... SOB... > 
WLf /GC...ICE ...EH...EH... - 




@ ANOTHER 

"NEW TREND" p j g 

SURE-FIRE WINNER 

ON SALE NOW 

AT ALL NEWSSTANDS? 


YOU'VE WRITTEN! 

YOU’VE TELEGRAPHED! 

YOU'VE PHONED! 

YOU'VE THREATENED US! 

SO HERE IT IS! THE MAGAZINE 


Strand just managed to slip the tiny vial into 
his pocket when he heard footsteps in the cor- 
ridor. Instinctively he glanced at the floor: he 
had to get out before someone discovered Mr. 
Blake’s body! If anyone barged in now it 
meant a murder charge! 

Strand sighed with relief as the steps hur- 
ried past. He opened the door slightly . . . the 
coast was clear. Slipping into the hallway and 
closing the door silently behind him, he fooped 
a metal sign over the knob. DO NOT DIS- 
TURB, it said. Then, casually as he dared, he 
walked toward his own office. 

If those snooping secretaries kept their 
noses out of the chief's office, Strand thought, 
he’d be able to saunter out of the office as 
usual at 5- With the vial containing liquid 
worth at least $250,000! Strand silently re- 
joiced as he toyed with the idea of such wealth; 
served Blake right for trying to keep secret 
from his Assistant the formula for this fluid 
which the old man had perfected. Blake’s Bee- 
Nip, the old devil planned to call it . . . more 
likely, now, that it would be marketed as 
Strand’s Secret Syrup! All he had to do, Strand 
realized, was get the liquid out of the office 
and hide it until excitement over Blake’s death 
subsided! 

With a smug smile Strand examined the 
mass of papers on his desk. Production graphs 
for each of the massive Honey-Combs under 
his supervision . . . maintenance instructions 
for the Bee-Hives assigned him ... it would 
all be shunted into the past as soon as he got 
that vial outside the office! For he knew 
enough about raising bees and processing their 


€.D. 

FA ns: 






honey to appreciate the value of this fluid he 
had murdered for! If the old man had been so 
certain about the attraction this stuff would 
exert on bees . . . said it would lure bees the 
way catnip worked on felines, and send honey 
production soaring . . . then Strand would reap, 
a fortune from the stuff! 

The phone jangled and Strand picked it up 
nervously. Mr. Blake's body had just been dis- 
covered, he heard! The Police were here and, 
learning of Blake’s Bee-Nip, suspected rob- 
bery as the motive! All employees of Blake’s 
Bee-Hive were to be searched for the fluid 
which would indicate guilt! 

As soon as he hung up, Strand broke the 
vial and poured the fluid into his palms. Ner- 
vously he spread the clear liquid on his face, 
as if it was suntan lotion. He’d still walk out 
of here, unsuspected of murder ... the fluid in 
his possession, to be recovered as soon as he 
had a chance! 

10 minutes later, after the Police had ad- 
mitted they could find traces of neither fluid 
nor Mr. Blake’s killer. Strand excused himself 
and walked toward the Bee-Room, on his way 
to the factory exit. He had only to pass 
through the room where the inseas were 
housed, and the Bee-Nip was his! 

Swiftly he crossed the Bee-Room, smiling 
secretly at his triumph. Suddenly a rasping 
whine droned toward him. Strand whirled and 
saw a gigantic wave of bees swooping fero- 
ciously toward him! He reached frantically for 
the knob, but a seething blanket wrapped it- 
self around his head and toppled him to the 
floor by sheer angry weight. His arms thrashed 
convulsively as he writhed and tried to kick 
free, but before anyone could get to his side 
the bees had wriggled frenziedly into Strand's 
tortured nostrils ... had madly clogged his 
swollen mouth ... had brutally choked the life 
out of him, in their desire to partake of the 
magic fluid on the pulpy mess which moments 
before had been adman’s face! 
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THE 
OLD WITCH’S 
NICHE 



Hee, hee! You squawked and you screamed! You 
grumbled and griped! How you know the ugly truth! 
You wrote demanding the story ol my origin . . . and 
now you've had it ! See 1 1 did NOT crawl out Irom under 
a flat rock! In lact, I'm unique! My mother and lather 
were dead and buried long before I was born . . . which 
is no mean trick, even in these days of super-science, 
advanced medical research, and inside plumbing! 

And now let’s get down to the business of the column! 
My "Guest-of-the-Issue Vote Counters," THE SCALPEL- 
HAPPY SURGEONS AND DRILL-HAPPY DENTISTS 
ANTI-ANESTHETIC ASSOCIATION FOR THE COL- 
LECTING AND RECORDING OF SCREAMS- AND 
SHRIEKS (OUR HERO . . - CHOP-ALONG CAVITY!) 
OF HOWLSBURG. CUT-NECK-TCUT (RECORD PRICES 
SLASHED, ORDERS PROMPTLY FILLED!) have just 
handed me the results of last issue's voting! First place 
goes to POETIC IUSTICE, masterpieced by my boy. 
Ghastly Graham Ingels! Second spot is won by Johnny 
Coffin Craig for his ON A DEAD MAN'S CHEST! Drool- 
ing Jack Davis wins third place honors with his WHAT'S 
COOKIN'?, and Joe Orlando winds up in fourth with 
TILL DEATH DO WE PARTI The text, BRAT, gets 
spanked into fifth! 

And now for a taste of sweet revenge! Here's my 
chance to get even with my two idiot editors for busting 
into my column all the time! There's a BIG SECRET up 
at the office! Nobody's supposed to know! You under- 
stand ... all hush, hush! WELL. I KNOW! AN' I'M TELL- 
ING! So here it is! THEY'RE WORKING ON A NEW 
E.C. BABY ... A NEW MAG . . . ANOTHER ADDITION 
TO THE E.C. LINE! Hee, hee! So now the secret's out! 

J said it an' I'm glad! Course, I can't tell ya the title . . . 
they've got the first cover locked up in a safe! And I 
can't tell ya what the book’s about . . . they've got the 
artists locked up there, too ! But at least I've broken the 
news! (Big deal! You told them a lot! -ed.) 'Smatter? 
Ya think I'm crazy? With my claustrophobia, I should 
go into a safe? (So what's with you. you old bat? The 
Vault-Keeper lives in a VAULT! -ed.l Yeah ... and 
you practically live in that bank ... the way you're 
always dragging in deposits! (Now . . . now . . . don't be 
hitler! -ed.l That's in bad taste! (Why don't you tell 
'em about TALES OF TERROR?) So ya can drag more 
money to the bank? (Tel I 'em the second annual TALES 
OF TERROR anthology, containing 128 pages ... 16 E.C. 
yarns, is now available! —ed.l NOT ME, YOU CHISEL- 
ING SLOBS! Those are all old stories . . . originally pub- 
lished in 1951 . . . and I ain't gonna be a party to a 
swindle! (That's right! T. of T. is not intended lor the 
old E.C. tan ... but it's a great chance lor the newer 
reader to catch up on back issue material! —ed.) You 
haven't gotten a new reader in two years! (Well, tell 
our non-existant new readers that want it to mail in a 
quarter and we'll ship it out! —ed.) NO! (AH right! 
Tell ’em about the pictures! —ed.) Are you still trying 
to peddle THOSE miserable things? (Tell 'em they're 
actual camera portraits . . . not drawings, but lull S by V 
autographed photographic reproductions ol you. C.K.. 
and V.K.t -ed.)' NO! NO! NO! (C'mon! Tell 'em 'he 
price is lust two bits, one thin quarter! —ed.) That s 
highway robbery! I And subscriptions are only 75c for 
six issues . a hill year's supply . . . come in strong 


manila envelopes! —ed.) Are you through? ( Anything 
else, Al?) Go on... SCRAM! (Guess that's all, Bill!) 
BEAT IT, ALREADY! (Alter you, Al!) AW C'MON, FEL- 
LOWS! (Oh, no! Alter YOU, Bill!) PLEASE? (Say. Al. 
how about Shock No. 4?) (Yeah. Bill! It's on sale now!) 
(Still 10c. Al?) (Yep!) IN A MINUTE, YOU'RE GONNA 
HAFTA RAISE THE PRICE TO A QUARTER TO PAY 
FOR YOUR FUNERALS! 


Dear Old Witch, 

I'd pay a quarter lor y our books II I had to! 

Jerry Plants 
Pittsburgh. Pa 


Oh, fine! That's all those mercenary morons had to 
hear! I Hey. Al? What about that?) (C'mon! Let's figure 
out how much money we could make. Bill!) WHEW' 
Finally rid of THEM! Now on with the rest of the mail! 
We ll start with a parocfy on a song . . . 


Dear Old Crone, 

A tisket, a tasket, 1 had a little casket. 

I had a body in a box, but somewhere I have lost it. 
I lost it. I lost it, I lost my little casket 
1 had it hidden in my hearse, where someone run 
acrossed it! Lee HoBman 

Savanna h, Ga. 


Hmmmm! Here's another . . 


Dear Old Witch. 

On top ol old spooky, all covered with crud. 

I lost my pet werewolf, while sucking her blood. 
For sucking's a pleasure, if blood you do crave 
But a false-hearted werewo/f belongs in a grave! 

Victor F. Span o 
New Orleans. La. 


Dear Old Witch, 

E.C. mags are the cream ol the crop, and c 
always rises to the top! Britt Haygood 

Norfolk. Va. 


Not SOUR cream. Britt! Hey! Good? (No good! Our 
magazines are homogenized! —ed.) 

Well, kiddies, that's about all the space there is for 
this column .. .'bye. now! (Hey, stupid! Give 'em the 
a'ddress where they get the Tales ol Terror, pictures 
and subscriptions! —ed.) Not mei'My hands are clean 
(But they won’t know where to mail their votes, criti 
c isms, compliments, threats, suggestions, insults, etc. 
-ed.) Stop twisting my scrawny arm! I'll tell! Its., 
gasp: 

The Old Witch 
Room 706, Dept. 14 
225 Lafayette Street 
NYC. 12, N Y. 






Inside the plane, the four passengers stared 

IN HORROR AT THE WHITE NEEDLE OF THE FUEL 
6AU0E AS IT TREMBLED OVER THE EMPTY MARK. . . 


WHAT /S IT, BOB? y WE'RE ALMOST OUT OF 6ASf WE 
#HAT WRONG ? / MUST HAVE SPRUNG A LEAK 
( WHEN WE TOOK OFF FROM 

\\ v — r euAur 


' NOT A ^ 
THING.' 
GOD HELP 
US/ WE'RE 
7 ALL GOING 
I TO DIE / 


MINUTES. PERHAPS/, 
PROFESSOR / SEE 
ANYTHING DOWN l 
THERE? AN ISLAND.. 
■T OR A SH/P? 7—^* 


IN THIS GRUESOME TALE OF 
TERROR, EVERYTHING IS ... 


The engine of the tiny plane sputtered and 

COUGHED/ DOWN BELOW, THE CHOPPY WATERS OF THE 
SOUTH PACIFIC STRETCHED FROM HORIZON TO HORIZON. 






Soon the crippled airplane 

TOUCHED THE OCEAN SURFACE, SKID- 
DING ACROSS' Iff A FOAMY SPRAY 
KICKED UP AND FANNED OUT BEHIND.. 


The tiny plane% engine spit 

AND DIEDf 5ILENCE CLOSED IN f 
IthE BLUE-GREEN BELOW RUSHED 
I UP TO MEET THE GLIDING CRAFT- 


TAKE IT EASY , Y THERE S 
PROF f BOB CAN/ RUBBER 
SET US DOWN \UFE-RAF 
ON THE WATER ff STOWED 
J BACK T 
3 /ItrrTfS, THERE' . 


soon asYwhat 


LUCKY THE 


'WE HIT, CLIMB (ABOUT *-U. 
OUT ONTO THE SHARKS? 

> wNsrgSjT 


water’s 

’CALM.'*. 


ZERGER , THE PROFESSOR'S COHORT, A 


Doctor rudolf 

FAMOUS BIOLOGIST, FOLLOWED. 


Finally, the plane came to a stop, resting half- 
submerged IN THE CHOPPY WATER f THE FOUR PAS- 
SENGERS SCRAMBLED OUT ONTO THE WINGf FIRST, 
PROFESSOR HENRY WOLFSON ,THE FAMOUS ZOOLOGIST.. 


THANK YOU, 
7 DOCTOR' 


LET ME GIVE YOU A 
HAND , MISS GRADY ' 


HURRY, HENRY f 
WATER'S COMING 
INTO THE CABIN' 


After jean grady, professor wolfson’s secretary, 

CLIMBED OUT ONTO THE WING, THE PILOT, ROBERT 
BRYEN, PASSED HER THE COMPACT LIFE-RAFT.. ■ 


Several minutes later, the four survivors sat 

HUDDLED IN THEIR RUBBER LIFE-RAFT, WATCHING 
THE DISABLED PLANE TURN TAIL UP ANO SINK 
BENEATH THE WAVES- | — ‘ * 

Y BRYEN f DO YOU j 
HAVE ANY IDEA 4 
WHERE WE ARE? 


'INFLATE 


T HURRY, BOB 
iwe’re going 
1 DOWN r — 


TURN THIS VALVE, ' 
JEAN' THE RAFT WILL 

INFLATE ITSELF f 

J'M GOING BACK FOR 
r THE FOOD.' 


/ THE L/FE- 
' RAFT, Miss 
GRADY f I 
CAN'T SWIM: 


Y ABOUT FOUR 
HUNDRED MILES 
) SOUTHWEST OF 
' GUAM.PROFERSORf 
WERE JUST SOUTH 
OF THE SHIPPING 
—T LANES f J- 


THERE SHE 
r GOES' y 


TWO DAYS LATER, THE SMALL SUPPLY OF FOOD AND 
WATER BOB HAD MANAGED TO SALVAGE HAD BEEN 
USED UP? THE SURVIVORS WATCHED WITH MORBID 
FASCINATION AS SEVERAL BLACK FINS KNIFED 
THROUGH THE WATER ABOUT THE RAFT. 


The black silhouette of a small tanker loomed 

UP TO THE EAST? PROFESSOR WOLFSON BEGAN TO WAVE 
HIS PACKET FRANTICALLY... 



A FRAYED ROPE-LADDER HUNG OVER THE SIDE OF 
THE DESERTED TANKER? BOB TIED THE RAFT TO IT. 


— 

OOON, THE FOUR CRASH-VICTIMS STOOD UPON THE 
FOUL-SMELLING DECK OF THE STRANGE VESSEL.. . 

] f THE DECK PLATES fVtWKZ RIGHT, 1 




OKAY , 


f UR. BRYEN' 
HELP/ COME 
QUICKLY fj 

r OH, MY 
V G0D...1 


THE PROFESSOR- 
HE SCREAMED' 


'GOOD LORD: 
WHAT WAS 

.THAT? 


'he seemed to cut through some 
SORT OF MEMBRANE . 'A FOUL- 
SMELLING POOL OOZED fROM ^ 
THE INCISION? IT...IT ENGULFED 
HIM? HE. . -CHOKE. ..HE'. ..JUST 
SEEMED TO DISSOLVE /\ ~xZj. * 

, YOU. . YOU SAW THE ) FE EL 
lb* *ES Tf SICK 


Finally the professor's screams 

SUBSIDED AND HE SANK BELOW THE 
DECK-SURFACE? THE OOZING POOL 
SEEMED TO HARDEN OVER THE 
SPOT. . . FT . H 


WHAT HAPPENED, 
DOCTOR ZER6ER? 


IT'S. ..SOB... 
HORRIBLE? 

HORR/BLEf 


Bob and jean moved across the spongy deck and . 

DOWN THE MOSS-LADEN GANGWAY INTO THE CABIN.. 
BOB/ WHAT DO J SEARCH ME, 

YOU SUPPOSED /JEAN? PROBABLY ' L. 

HAPPENED *7 ABANDONED a AAA 
HER? MAYBE | V f* “A 
THE ENGINES. S 


YOU GO, BRYEN 


WANT TO EXAMINE / PROFESSOR f BEHIND V. WITH 
THIS FUNGUS I SUIT YOUR- I YOU. BOB' / HENRY, 
THAT SEEMS TO Jgr SELF/ m MR 

COVER THE COMING, £59|M BRYEN' 

ENTIRE SHIP? JEAN? /7 ” IKAm, « 


Bob AND JEAN REACHED THE DECK JUST IN TIME TO 
SEE THE PROFESSOR.. .HIS FACE TWISTED W EXCRU- 
CIATING PAIN, HIS ARMS CLAWING THE AIR. . . SINKING 
SLOWLY INTO A SPONGY OOZING PO OL? AN ODOR OF 
DECAY DRIFTED TOWARD THEM . . . | 

JBUIF WHAT THE. J 7oH, BOB / 

gEE £ E £ Er£Ee, 


HENRY... HE... HE WANTED 7 GO ON, 
TO EXAMINE THE / DOCTOR? 
FUNGUS THAT COVERS! THEN . ..? 
EVERYTHING? HE TOOK — 

OUT HIS POCKET KNIFE 
AND STARTED TO SCRAPE 
THE DECK/ THEN ... 

COUGH. ..CHOKE... 



Jean passed out in bob's arms' 

OOCTOR ZERGER SCREAMED AT HIM... 



Bob FELT A STINGING PAIN IN HIS LEFT FOOT AS 
DOCTOR ZERGER SHOVED HIM HARD.' HE AND JEAN 
WENT SPRAWLING.' THE DOCTOR WAS CAUGHT IN THE 
SUCKING GULPING POOL THAT OOZED FROM THE SPOT 
WHERE THE YOUNG COUPLE HAD JUST BEEN STANDING... 






Soon the doctor's screaming 

DIEOi AS ONLY HIS CLUTCHING HAND 
REMAINED ABOVE THE SHIMMERING 
POOL. ' 


...AND EVEN THAT SOON DISSOLVED 
INTO IT ' BOB LOOKED DOWN AT 
HIS LEFT FOOT ' THE SHOE HAD 
BEEN EATEN AWAY.' THE SOCK ,TOO? 
THE RAW AND BLEEDING FLESH 
APPEARED AS IF IT HAD BEEN DIPPED 
IN MOLTEN METAL... 


The next day... their mouths parched from lack 

OF WATER, THEIR STOMACHS AOHING FROM HUNGER... 
.or, eonTTFn THE PLANE HIGH OVERHEAD' 


SUDDENUt®OB LOOKED DOWN AND GASPED' JEAN FOLLOWED HIS 
TERRIF1BO GAZE' FROM A RUPTURED SPOT ON THE LIFE-RAFT’S 

AIR-TUBE, A SICKLY, FOUL-SMELLING, SUCKING, GULPING OOZE 

POURED OUT... SPREADING OVER THE BOTTOM... 


YEPf DOESN'T A STORY LIKE 
THAT MELT YOUR HEART? IT DID 
BOB'S AND JEAN'S /IN FACT NOT ONLY 
THEIR HEARTS ...BUT THEIR WHOLE 
BODIES MELTED AS THE GOO FILLED 
THE RAFT-FLOOR? HOW WAS THE LIFE- 
RAFT PUNCTURED SO THE STUFF OOZED 
OUT’ WELL, IT SEEMS THAT BOB'S BIG 
NO -NAIL, AND HE GOT 
NG TO THE PLANE? OKAY: 

A KICK 'ACTUALLY... 

DIDN’T 

;h? 


SHIPS OF THE 
THAN 




North of 


DELHI, NEAR MEERUT ON THE RIVER 
GANGES IN INDIA, A YOUNG BRITISH OFFICER REh 
UP HIS PANTING STEED AND POINTED OFFTOWAR 
[ THE G RASSY C LEARING BEFORE HIM... 

[" LOOK, SIM I A' 


X SEE , SAHIB ' I SEE 
HIM' THIS LOOKS LIKE 
GOOD HUNTING 
GROUND FOR BOAR' 


BRUSH A 

WILD BOAR.' 



OPEN 


OH, YES, LIEUTENANT ! 


The sentry leaned over the 

STOCKADE WALL, AIMING HIS RIFLE-. 


THE BRITISH OFFICER AND HIS 
INDIAN SERVANT SPURRED THEIR 


THE GOVERNOR IS 
EXPECTING YOU ? 

OPEN THE, 
l GATES' I 


HORSES AND CONTINUED ON THEIR 
TRIP? SEVERAL HOURS LATER, 
THEY NEARED A WALLED SETTLE- 


HALT, YOU TWO! 


WHAT BUSINESS/ TENANT HORACE \ 
DO YOU HAVE A STURDI T..ROYAL 
WITH THE T, BENGAL LANCERSy 
GOVERNOR? ) GOVERNOR y 
S- STURDY IS ) 

MY UNCLE' J 


A SENTRY SEES 
US, SAHIB ? HE 
SIGNALS US 

\TO STOP.' y 


THERE'S THE 
6ARR/S0N, , 
SIMIA? 


I The STOCKADE GATES WERE SWUNG BACK AND LIEU- 
TENANT STURDY AND HIS SERV ANT SIMIA RODE INTO 
[THE GARRISON ENCLOSURE ... — 1 


luNCLE- 


UNCLE FELIX? YOU'RE 
LOOKING WELL?. „ 


HORACE ? MY BOY ? 
GOOD TO SEE YOU! 


HORACE! 


NEXT HUNT? 


WHAT? YOU HAVE NO TENT 
CLUB, UNCLE? YOU DON'T 
GO PI6-STICXING HERE® 


MIGHT MEAN A 
NASTY UPRISING 
IF YOU WERE TO 
KILL ONE OF THE 
.SACRED BOARS' 


V, HEAVENS ,NOM BOY? 
THE BOAR IS A 
SACRED ANIMAL A 

IN MEERUT? THE ^ 
INDIAN TRIBESMEN ' 
HERE WORSHIP IT? J 


BAH' YOU ACTUALLY WORRY "T" YOU'LL DO R° \ 
ABOUT WHAT THOSE HEATHEN^ tflW r^MW.HORACE. j 
DEVILS TMINin NOT M£' ‘ 

THE FIRST CHANCE I ' 

GET, I'M G0/N6... 


Later, at tea, lieutenant sturdy queried his 


J, Sfcfc incncnc. rutni i w t • . - -- 

WILD BOAR IN THESE PARTS, / WE HUNT NO BOAR 
nkiE-r c f uiurii ic thf Am — t IN MEERUT, 



But ignoring his uncle's warn- 
ing, BEFORE DAWN THE NEXT DAY, 
LIEUTENANT STURDY AND HIS INDIAN 
SERVANT RODE OUT OF THE GARRI- 
SON ENCLOSURE ARMED WITH 
SPEARS-, 


Half an hour later the two 


SpURING HIS HORSE. THE LIEU- 
TENANT BORE OOWN UPON THE 
UNSUSPECTING BOAR, HIS SPEAR 
RAI SEO ' THE BEADY-EYED ANIMAL 
TURNED, SNORTING, AT THE SOUND 
OF THE ONRUSHING HORSE... 


LOOK 

SAHIB.* 


i see him, ^ 
si mia f i' l L 
*■ TRY THE 
FIRST PASS/. 


WE'VE GOT TO GET\ YES, 
BACK BEFORE UNCLE ) SAHIB! 
FELIX GETS UP, 

SIMIAf Cr — ^ ■gf"'* 


Despite its awkward appearance, a boar is 

QUITE SWIFT 'LIEUTENANT STURDY'S QUARRY SPUN 
AROUND AND STARTED OFF THROUGH THE LOW GRASS' 
THE LIEUTENANTS SWIFT STEED QUICKLY CLOSED 
THE GAP BETWEEN HIM AND THE SCURRYING ANIMAL-1 


Suddenly, the 


CRAFTY WILD HOG ‘ JINKED’OR TURNED 
SHARPLY IN ITS TRACKS.' LIEUTENANT STURDY PULLED 
UP SHARPLY ON THE REINS, AND 


IIS HORSE REARED.. 


The lieutenant 


Sim I A SPED ACROSS THE CLEARING AND, AS HE 
CROSSEO BETWEEN TOE PROSTRATE LIEUTENANT AND 
THE CHARGING WILD BOAR, PLUNGED HIS LANCE INTO 
THE SNORTING HOG'S BACK... ^ - 


HUNG FOR A MOMENT, AS IF SUSPENDED 
IN MID-AIR. ..THEN FELL TO THE GROUND.' THE SQUEEL- 
ING BOAR SWUNG TOWARD HIM, ITS RED-EYES BLAZING 
-ITS LETHAL TU SKS LOWERED' IT CHARGED... 
f SIM I A / ) W | 1 COME, "\ 

V H£L Pf V SAHIB ...) 


THERE ...YOU 
LOWLY PIG... 


GOOD SHOT, 
SIMlAf 





' VERY GOOD, SAHIB' 
COME f THE SUN 
IS COMING UP' 
YOUR UNCLE WILL 
BE RISING J 
V SOON' F\ 


WHY, YOU'RE GOING TO 
PREPARE IT THE WAY WE 00 
IN NADIR, SIMIA' I'LL SHOW 
YOU HOW f ONE TASTE OF A 
WELL-ROASTED BOAR i AND 
UNCLE will FORGET TO BE 
ANNOYED WITH ME f r — ^ 


The fatally injured boar rolled over and 

LAY QUITE STILL' SIMIA DISMOUNTED AND STOOD 
OVER IT'LIEUTENANT STURDY GOT TO HIS FEET AND 
DUSTED HIMSELF OFF... "Mi 


AS YOU WISH, SAHIB ' 
WHAT WILL WE DO WITH 
THE BOAR WE 
v HAVE KILLED? '$£5 


WE.-WE’D BETTER NOT 
MENTION MY CLOSE 
CALL TO MY UNCLE , 
SIMIA' HE WILL BE 
ANGRY ENOUGH S 
AS IS... 


YOU'LL SERVE THE ’ 
ROASTED BOAR ON 
A WOODEN PLATTER 
WITH AN APPLE IN 
ITS MOUTH TONIGHT 
AT DINNER, SIMIA '.jt 


AFTER YOU'VE BOILED 


Later, in the garrison kitchen. 


THE HAIRS OFF, YOU , 
ROAST THE BOAR ON i 
A SPIT OVER A BED 
OF RED-HOT COALS f 


LIEUTENANT STURDY SHOWS SIMIA 
HOW TO PREPARE ROAST- BOAR... 
FIRST YOU BOIL THE ANIMAL f YES,'' 
IN THIS VAT OF SCALDING /sahib' 
WATER, SIMIA' THAT IS Hwi 

HOW YOU REMOVE THE 
BOAR'S BRISTLES... M |S|B 


SlMIA ENTERED, CARRYING THE ROASTED BOAR'ITS 


SUCCULENT ODOR FILLED THE DINING* ROOM? IT LAY, 
CROUCHING, UPON THE GRAVY- STAINED PLANK.. . AN 
APPLE IN ITS MOUTH... f pS ggjiMP : 


A SURPRISE, HORACE? 

HOW NICE.' 


I HAVE A SURPRISE FOR 
YOU, UNCLE ' TONIGHT WE 
FEAST UPON SOMETHING . 
SPECIAL.' ALL RIGHT, / 
SIMIA.' , — 


GOOD LORD' 
HORACE'YOU 

. IDIOT' a 


YES , UNCLE • TONIGHT.. 
WE EAT ROAST BOAR.' 




One of the native meerut ser- 
vants STARED IN HORROR AT THE 
ROAST BOAR' THE GOVERNOR 
EXPLODED... - — 


Governor sturdy shot a glance 


The MEERUT BOWED AND LEFT 


AT THE NATIVE SERVANT WHOSE 
FACE NOW WAS A GRIM MASK SHOW- 
ING NO EMOTION... rgrinniBn 


THE DINING-ROOM. 


YOU STUP/D FOOL' i I'M SORRY, 
THAT SERVANTl S / UNCLE' 

A MEMBER OF I DIDN'T 
THE LOCAL KNOW... . 

TR /BE .'HE'LL ) Sk ^ 

REPORT IT' y 


GEE THAT 
BLASTER 
THING OUT 
OF HERE.' 


f SUT, UNCLE' \ 
AREN'T YOU EVEN ) 
GOING TO TASTE L 
IT? IT'S DELICIOUS' 


I TOLD YOU ABOUT^ 
THE NATIVES IN THESE 
PARTS, HORACE' NOW 
I'LL HAVE TO 

APOLOGIZE ^ 
TO THEIR TRIBAL W 
^ CHIEF' 


NONSENSE 
UNCLE .'NO 
ONE SAW 
ME SPEAR i 
■ THE A 
BLASTED ] 
PIG' 1 


henextdayT 


WELL, I SAW THE CHIEF OF WA 
THE MEERUTS TODAY AND H 
MADE A FORMAL APOLOGY.' 1 
I TOLD HIM YOU DIDN'T KNOW\ 
THAT THEY HELD THE BOAR ' 
IN SUCH HIGH REGARD,' I'VE J 
ASSURED HIM IT WON'T HAPPEN 
>»<?/4//V'''YOU'RE LEAVING 
k HERE TOMORROW.' V 


YES .UNGLEj 


After governor sturdy left his nephew’s| 


WELL I’M NOT LEAVING TILL 
I GET ME A -BOAR’S HEAD 
TO BRING BACK WITH ME . 
TO KADIR 


\ NO, SAHIB' THAT IS 
' NOT WISE' LEAVE I 

WELL ENOUGH ALONE' 1 


DID YOU HEAR THAT, 

SIM I A? WE'RE GETTING 
KICKED OUT TOMORROW.' 


I HEAR, 
SAHIB! 



^ no THo? 

I TELL YOUR\ 
UNCLE' A 


ALL RIGHT' I'LL GO “T Y 
N YSEL F? TOMORROW . . 

AT DAWN ' BUT, SO HELP N 
ME, SIM I A. ..IF MY UNCLE 
FINOS OUT... IF YOU BREATHE 
A WORD... I'LL . 

CUT YOUR M 
TONGUE OUT! Mi 


Horace spotted a boar soon after'he lowered 

1 ■! rue ui I I r> DIR 


KICKED HIS HORSE? THE WILD PIG 


HIS SPEAR AND 
SNORTED - 1?= 


Then the spear was rammed home? the wild 
BOAR SQUEELEO, ROLLING OVER AND OVER? LIEU- 
TENANT STURDY DISMOUNTED AND KNELT TO SEVER 
ITS HEAD? HE NEVER NOTICED THE BROWN, MUSCULAR 
HAND SEIZE HIS HORSE’S DANGLING REINS.. 


XT WHEELED SHARPLY... STARTING TO RUN ON ITS 
SHORT LITTLE LEGS? HORACE WAS OVER IT... HIS LANCE 


'GOOD SUE .' HE'LL 
MAKE A BEAUTY 
OF A PLAQUE. 'TOO 
BAD I CAN'T HAVE 
v HIM ROASTED... . 


NONS ENSE. SIM IA ? \NO .SAHIB 
UNCLE WILL NEVER I ROT GO 
ENOW.' MO WHAT I WITH YOU.' 
IF THE MEERUTS % 

FIND OUT? WE'LL BE 
ON OUR WAY BY 
THEN f UNCLE WILL 
HAVE THE TROUBLE? 

NOT US' 


The next day, before sunrise, lieutenant horace 

STURDY, ROYAL BENGAL LANCERS, RODE OUT INTO THE 
BOAR COUNTRY WITH HIS SPEAR... 

■UP 1 , l» III I nil III 1 1 I II l DEVILS.' ia> 

IVmV just one of you — show your 

UGLY SNOUT... iv— II innfrf' mr 



IT HE MEERUT POINTEO OFF 


The lance was raised? 


LIEU- 
TENANT STURDY BACKED AWAY 
FROM ITS RAZOR-SHARP POINT' 
THEN HE TURNED.. .AND RAN... 


[ WARD THE ED GE O F THE C LEARING. 


RUN .' RUN OR 


WAIT.' 


I SPEAR YOU 
WHERE YOU , 
L. STAND .'/gk 


HELP.' 

HELP! 


WHAT THE...? 
I SAY.' GET 
OFF MY... y 


RUN... '' 
INFIDEL ' 


The whinny of his horse made 

HORACE LOOK UP' a MEERUT TRIBE 
MAN SAT ASTRIDE THE STEED' A 
ROUGHLY HEWN LANCE HUNG IN 
THE NATIVE'S HAND... I T 



GOOD LORD 7 

HORACE f 


He HAD ALMOST REACHED THE 
EDGE OF THE CLEARING WHEN HE 
HEARD THE HORSE'S HOOVES BEHIND 


Horace turned to see the 

MEERUT CHARGING DOWN UPON 
IM.THE LANCE POISED... 


H IS SCREAM WAS CUT SHORT AS 
THE SPEAR WAS RAMMED HOME... 


YAAAAAAAAAAAA 


That night, lieutenant sturdy's worried uncle entered the 

GARRISON DINING-ROOM WITH LITTLE APPETITE 'EVEN THAT SOON 
VANISHED WHEN HE CAUGHT SIGHT OF THE FIGURE ON THE TABLE? IT 
LAY IN A CROUCHED POSITION ON A HUGE PLANK? ITS HAll? HAD BEEN 
BOILED OFF, AND ITS FLESH BROWNED TO A CRISP' IN ITS MOUTH, WAS 
A JUICY RED APPLE... [j 


HEH.HEH? SO IF YOU KNOW A 
BORES, KIDDIES, TAKE A LESSON 
FROM THE MEERUT fw. THAT'S 
MY STORY.' POOR HORACE WAS 
ROA STED. . . THROUGH AND 
THROUGH .' THERE HASN'T BEEN 
MUCH BOAR-HUNTING IN MEERUT 
SINCE THEN, THOUGH? SEEMS THAT 
NOBODY WANTS TO END UP OH A 
GRAVY-STAINED PLANK.' IS THE 
MEERUT CHIEF PUTS IT, " AN 
APPLE A DAY KEEPS THE HUNTERS 
AWAY? " AIN'T IT THE FRUIT? BYE 
NOW? WE'LL 
ALL SEE YOU 
NEXT IN MY 
HAG, TALES 
FROM THE , 
CRYPT.' / 





JETEX JAVELIN 


Guaranteed to give you 

Fun -filied Flights! 

You'll thrill and amaie your triends, be the envy of your 
neighborhood with this real JET airplane. The JETEX 
JAVELIN is e colorful, sleek-looking 14 inches of greased 
liqhtning. It will fly 1 ,000 feet! Go at a scale speed of 

: ~ I 14 l.l n , 40 itnrtar ih Awn AAWPT 


The world's smallest 
jet engine and the 
most powerful engine 
of its size ever sold! 
It runs on solid fuel, 
starts 


600 it 


of the JETEX JAVE- 
LIN. The Commander says, "I have created 
sands of models, but the JETEX JAVE- 
it the finest thing I have ever done"! 

GUARANTEED TO FIT! 

The JETEX JAVELIN is unconditionally 
guaranteed to fly if ell instructions have 
been faithfully followed. If the JETEX 
JAVELIN does not fly, return the plane a 
the JETEX #50 engine within 10 days ai 
your money will be refunded. 


> long glide end 


circles, stunts and then 
comes to a beautiful landing. 

The JETEX JAVELIN is a cinch to build. Comes com- 
plete with the famous JETEX #50 jet engine and all parts 
already cut out. Nothing more to buy! Just follow the 
6asy instructions, glue the parts together and you're 
ready for thrills! This amaiing jet airplane uses the mod- 
ern stressed skin construction which gives more strength 
and durability for its weight than any other type pf con- 
i With ordinary care, it will make hundreds of 
' fun filled flights. 

It's fun to assemble, thrilling to fly. So don't 
delay— SEND NO MONEY — rush you r order 
today to be sure of prompt delivery. 


MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 


JETEX JAVELIN E-7 

400 Madison Ave., New York 17. N. Y. 


structior 



completely reliable, 

NO MOVING PARTS TO BREAK OR WEAR OUT. Can 
be used to pow er model ai rpla nes, racing cars and boats. _ 


« ~i»*r model airplanes, racinq c< 



Aren’t YOU 

of 




and Tired as I was 


CHICKEN-CHESTED 
SPINDLE-ARMED 
NARROW-SHOULDERED 
SHORT-WINDED 
WEAK, HALF-ALIVE 
JEERED, BULLIED | 

Then do as I did... 

MAIL THE COUPON BCLOW 


1 


I gained 53 lbs. of mighty muscle 
I added 6% inches to my CHEST 
3 inches to each ARM 

And the rest in proportion — 

ALL IN A FEW SHORT WEEKS 
by using the JOWETT SYSTEM 
for building Real HE-MEN 


Come on, PAL, Now YOU give me 
j pleasant Minutes a Day 
* ^ in vour own home an 


in your own home . . . and I’ll 
give YOU a NEW HE-MAN BODY 
for your OLD SKELETON FRAME. 


says GEORGE F. JOWETT 
World's Greatest Builder of HE-MEN 


w skinny or flabby 
iet; if you're short 


JUST 10 EXCITING MINUTES in your 
to MAKE YOU OVER by the SAME METHOD 
' ' ' myself from a wreck to a 


YES! K 


FREE! 

If you mail 
coupon NOW 


r. SOLIDITY, SIZE, POWER, sJeEO! 
J You’ll become an ALL-Around, ALL- 
American HE-MAN, a WINNER in ev- 
erything you tackle-or my Training 


1 MUSCLE 
1 METER 


ynil LIKE ROGER 
LET ME MAKE I UU A WINNER 


NOW 
ME MA 
IN EVERY WALK OF LIFE 


BEST by TEST, my 
PROGRESSIVE POWER' 
method that builds you 5-ways 
fast. You save YEARS, DOLLARS 
like movie star Tom Tyler did. 
Like Champ Roger Hirsch did. 
Like MANY THOUSANDS like 
you did. SO . . . 

MAIL COUPON NOW and GET 




Develop YOUR 520 MUSCLES 
Gain Pounds, INCHES, FAST! 


Friend, I've traveled 
Made a LIFETIME 
every way known to develop 

S )ur body. Then I devi - ■ 

ES T *■" TCCT — 


both FREE! 

1 . Photo Book of STRONG MEN I 

2. MUSCLE METER I DEPT.EN-27: 


JOWETT INSTITUTE OF PHYSICAL TRAINING 
230 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 1, N.Y. 

George: Please mail to me FREE Jowett's 
. , .. — r# „g M Cn and a Muscle 

IE-MAN Building Courses: 


Photo Book 


Men and a 
"igCoi 

to Build a Mighty Chest. 2. How to 


. Mighty Arm. 3. How to B. .. 

Mighty Grip. 4. How to Build a Mighty B; 

5. How to Build Mighty Legs-Now all in t — 
Volume "How to Become a Mighty He- 
Man." ENCLOSED FIND 10c FOR POSTAGE 
AND HANDLING (No C.O.D'S). 


..AGE . 


X 




ONLi 

s 8 

LIFETIME BARGAIN! 

You can spend up to $50.00 and not get all the quality features ottered In this Wonder 
timepiece. This is no ordinary watch! It's NEW DIFFERENT IMPRESSIVE! It gives 
you the correct time and acts as a STOP WATCH. A CHRONOGRAPH. TELEMETER, TACHOMETER 
and fully AUTOMATIC CALENDAR! 


mu 

TIMES AUTOS! 

10 DAYS AT OUR RISK! 


TIMES PLANES! •” TIMES SPORTS! 

TIMES AUTOS! 


%5 Fb&Zu/iet i 
Mos, '5o Wat . LOOK! I 

si 


ft*** 


• TIMES HORSE RACES 

• TIMES AUTOS 

• TIMES AIRPLANES 

• TIMES SPORTS 

Also measures DISTANCES covered by pla 
an AUTOMATIC CALENDAR too! The date 
operate with 2 push-buttons. One to sta 
super watch! Students, soldiers, aviators, 
all men ol action! 


• TIMES PHOTOGRAPHY 

• TIMES WORK OPERATIONS 

• TIMES LAB EXPERIMENTS 

• TIMES PULSE BEATS 

s, cars, athletes, etc.! Yes all this an 


• .... 
* Nile-®/, 


’» Tofendo,., 


BUY DIRECT -SAVE YOURSELF $41.00 

Why spend up to $50.00 for an ordinary looking watch? Save yourself $41.00 and enjoy a 
GUARANTEED" Swiss watch that gives you these 25 quality features plus distinction i 
and a GENUINE FlEX-O-MATIC BAND . . all this for only 4 


'“ NI 'MITC D 

■ « ... .. £L ~ *«£ 2 i 

««y«urs NOiV / 
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